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my base ship to the Ross Sea now brought up seriously the problem
of a polar diet. On the first attempt we had not bothered much
about diet, but had carried only a standard polar diet, since we
planned to be away from the Wyatt Earp only twenty hours at the
outside, assuming the flight to be successful. On the Wyatt Earp
it was not necessary to think of a condensed, light-weight, scientific
diet, since the ship could and did load whatever food we fancied
—twenty tons of the best of everything, including even fresh meat.
Quarters of beef and carcasses of hogs and lambs, tighdy wrapped
against sunshine, hung in the rigging, keeping sweet and un-
spoiled in the natural refrigeration of the Antarctic climate.
But now it was a different question. It was quite possible that
my pilot and I would have to subsist for weeks in Little America.
I had no idea if Byrd had left any food supplies there and so could
not count on it. We should have to carry in the Polar Star
our entire food supply, which therefore must be highly concentrated
and scientifically balanced.
Accordingly, as soon as I reached the East, I engaged Dr. Dana
C. Coman, of Johns Hopkins University, who had been dietician
with Byrd on his first expedition to Antarctica, to come with mine
as dietary expert. Since Coman was also a physician, he could serve
as our doctor as well. The diet he worked out for me, though light-
weight, compact, and balanced, offered much more variety than the
one I had known with Amundsen.
That spring I went as usual to Switzerland. When we returned,
my wife and I went at once to Hawaii, staying several weeks that
summer at the Crater House. The s.s. Monterey, with Balchen,
Braathen, and Lanz aboard and the Polar Star in the hold, called,
but I waited for the Mariposa. A pleasanter trip I never took than
the voyage on her from New Zealand to San Francisco, and she
had become my favourite boat on all the seven seas. Dr. Coman
joined me in Honolulu, and we sailed south together. My wife
went back to New York to watch the drama of the flight from that
point of vantage.
Spring in New Zealand was wet and cold as ever; but I paid
little attention to the weather this time, proceeding direct to
Dunedin, where the Wyatt Earp had already returned after a
voyage up to Auckland to receive the Polar Star from the s.s.

